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ee , A a 
ONE 


A GESTURE (FOR LARRY) 


We’ve come to this platform before 

to be sure, at different times 

I followed you knowing I could not overtake 
in the dark such impermanence 

It was this dis-placement, 

this suspension-animated 

which led us to where we are not 

and cannot proceed without resorting 

to simple signs — a non verbal exchange. 
So take it, we do not keep accounts 

of breath beyond a certain stage. 

How could it be otherwise? 


Strange weather 
we’re having 
here 
in Dunedin. 
And you, Speeding, 
changing like the 
clouds color waning 
with the sun, 
have paraded past swift color 
at a time when the speed of the Wind 
became its own spectrum. 


I lost my head 

with the first step carried 
by the colors 

whirling upwards in the 
clouds & out. . 


Was it in the fading wake 

of a shadow that you passed, 
running to a stand of trees? 

or was it the sound of your breath 
which came first, 

and the shadow afterward? 

I have not the memory, but 

only the sense of wading into sand; 
the constant singing beyond the trees. 


Now, & again, it is the same 

song which comes back 

to place a wreath of clover at the foot 
of a well-worn sign-post 

only to move away. 

this being the price 

of disengagement. 


VOYAGER’S LAMENT 


how it was again 
departure— 
how the measure of, 
point of, honor of, 
discomfiture— 
had invaded had 
held up...... & snapped 
(like a rotten bow-string) 
oe ag es & that WAS it 
another oddyssey 
discarded— 


how in the present/ness 
of tense, perfect/i-n-g itself) 
holds close its progressive slope 
faring, forwarding, 
founding, you will say: 
appurtenances 
of some other sort 
(to themselves 
personifications 
w/out delay 


FOR JOEL OPPENHEIMER 


I; 


II. 


Joel, 
one of those new 
old 
Oppen-time 
erased this knight at 
once young, at once old 
Oppen 
time raced tonight 


city poet 
passing 
sitting poet 


“hasn/t it been a pleasure? 
exchanging,” 
facing idols 


joining ships 
leaving city 
to sit 


to pass back when 
temperature expanded 
sight a single ray 


Of what space 

even may eye 

in the face 

of a page 

be certain 

to frame 

if I cannot trace 

in the maze 

the place of phrases? 


“Charles Olson, Poet & Leader of Black Mtn. Group, Dies” 


(a found poem on the back of his obituary) 


should be getting more 
about. And we think 


interested enough ina 
pays less. 
over $100 million for 
their magazine in Amer- 
our color cost per 


usually prints out 

to a computer 

forget big market effect 
often. With ad read 

lot lower than in life 


working with a 1959 
you should be, too . 


where are the words 
where the lights 
that you follow past 
this dis- 

consolation 
this after-disaster flight 
of soul’s breath. 
there is less than skin 
to keep you 
from departure. 


LE BOULEVARDIER 


The evening marks itself 
with le boulevardier 
at an impeccable hour: 

onze heures et demi 


He is a caped starfish 
oil and scale 
of the sea 


Taste of steel: 
sparks of blood 
on his sleeve. 


“Vai fini 
mes affaires d’honneur.” 


OCTOBER 15TH 


this night 

when darkness has 
come into a house 
of itself 

and the moon 

like some shattered thing 
breaks into the yard 
what will 

will rise will 

call for itself 

in me 


& I 
will know my 
Other 


NOWHERE IS MORE THAN WHERE WE WERE TONIGHT 


shivering on a stationhouse bench 
it could have been anywhere, 
but it wasn’t 
it could have been St. Andrews, 
and that would be the limit— 
six miles beyond the end of the line 
beyond the terminal hotel 
where, shivering, all must stop 
but it wasn’t 
it was half-light 
I was under the rim of wakefulness, 
under a nylon poncho 
talking in my sleep 
to the conductor 
who didn’t care for conversation, 
but I pushed it 
and he threw me off the train. 
threw me off the bench. 


hours I fell soundlessly upwards 
when I hit wide awake 
in the midst of a crowd of daylight. 


ON A TRANSFER 
for Hunter 


This is less than where we are 
I understand it’s not 
understood 


completely. Anywhere 
unaware is found 
outside 


It is foreign enough 
to appreciate 
this, dis-location. 


It could not be less than 
where we’ve been 
on a transfer 


One anyway 
or another | 
just is where we are. 


THAT YEAR 


That year there were 
two winters 

the year redoubled 
in bearded reflection 
of grim ice 


this is called the convergence of empty months 


flicker light 

about a flame 

purification in Huautla 

grey wings fluttering 

from the emptying distant blackness 


this is called the convergence of empty moths 


I went to the south; 

there were earthquakes. 
they were crying for food 

I was starving 

for words 

when I thought I came back 


this is called the convergence of empty mouths 


a politician’s 

nor a mathematician’s apology 

for choking on a yeometric series 

lone random images 

the third derivative function 

not cuntinuous, an over-stuffed integral 
projected on the surface of curvature 


this is called the convergence of empty maths 


“It is 

goodbye 

father.” 

let me kiss the bleeding feet of Jesus 
because when I leave you, 

God damn you, 

“You HAD a father.” 


this is called the convergence of empty myths 


a long time & 

no word 

tomorrow I will arrive 
clothed in the silence 

of my disfigurement 

an advocate of despondency 


shall I say, 

when we meet, 

“you are the true heiress 
of my affections?” 


only to have you ask, 
“what was it that you said?” 


there will be a long pause 
before I tell you, 
“nothing, really nothing.” 


FOR LAURA 


if, pretending you 

a delicate crescent moon, 

I would be hammered silver: 
stiff, yet resilient enough 

to share shapes. 


we would then touch 

as images 
in like sameness 

as before 


if not, pretending you 

a delicate crescent moon, 

I would embrace not silver, 
no celestial body 

of any other’s design. 


would then we not touch 

as before 
in same likeness 

as images 


FOR PAGE Fox 


There is that moment of half-hesitation 
before the rising Morning Star 

tops the crest of lavender ocean 

and re-orders the complexion of the sky 
as if Hesperus were unsure 

of the appointment 

and his blushing, orange-red 

radiates, vivifies the air 

with magenta and vermilion. 


my father, 
the sun, 
it is not only the day 
for which we offer this prayer 
but for the light 
which, like us, burns 
on in the night. 


